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12 December 1848

Burlington, [Iowa]

A long letter written by A. N. Wormser to J. A. Wormser, providing much information
about the family migration to Iowa in considerable detail. A. N. Wormser paints a very
negative picture of Rev. Albertus C. Van Raalte and his colonizing efforts in Michigan,
negative to the point of being slanderous. ANW also writes negatively of Rev. Hendrik
P. Scholte. Wormser takes a very dim view of the American way of doing things.
Attached to his letter is a description of a cattle round-up.

In Dutch; translated by Dr. Walter Lagerwey.

The original is presumably in the archives of Central College, Pella, Iowa. It was
published by J. Stellingwerff, in Amsterdamse Emigranten onbekende brieven uit de
prairie van Iowa 1846-1873, pp. 181-86.
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occasion a lock was broken down in the canal, and on the Great Lakes
ou r steamboat was often grounded. [Jacob] Keesel and his family got
at Sheboygan, in order to go and visit the Rev. [Pieter] Zonne and
off
he
t several colonies. He was to write me in Pella. I wrote a letter to Janssen
in Milwaukee: he also has parted ways with Rev. Zonne. And what more
shall I write, brother; we are truly embarrassed to be here. We have wished
ourselves back in Holland at least a hundred times. I am not strong
enough to work as a carpenter for and among Americans; it will have to
be some other trade. I have too little money to start farming. My
experience in America has already taught me, now that it is too late,
that any decent, well-mannered person perpetrates the greatest folly by
going to America. The minute you set foot on shipboard, all delights,
pleasures, conveniences, and also the means to nourish your soul,
suddenly come to a halt, and for most people it is for the rest of their
lives. Religion is not much either, and when it is good, when can you
really enjoy it? All you get here is meat and bread; all the rest is bad and
often too expensive and too scarce to even get. And in addition to all
that, one is plagued by a host of discomforts. At night you have to put
up with bed bugs and mosquitoes everywhere. Things are really bad
during the day, when it rains [so hard] that you can barely walk down
the street without risking your life. And when it is dry, you can scarcely
see because of all the dust; one time you are tormented by the cold,
another by the heat. The temperate airs, of which we spoke so fondly in
Holland, are a fantasy [here].
I just cannot understand how people who have experienced things
here can all be so merciless as to cozy up zo their friends in Holland,
who are well situated, to persuade them to come to America. It is only a
good thing for people who suffer hunger in Holland to go to America,
but not for any others. But we are now here, and we do not wish to go
back. When I think that it was my own folly that led to the decision [to
come here], it upsets my mind greatly, etc. etc.

Wormser 24
A. N. Wormser to J. A. Wormser
Burlington, 12 December 1848
Esteemed Brother!
A couple weeks ago I made a little trip to the forty-acre farm purchased
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Map to Budde
family farm,
Burlington

by two Zeelanders (A. Verkerk and Chr. Beurkens). It is located on a
different road than Budde is, approximately as shown on the
accompanying drawing. From my house, which is located about in the
middle of Burlington, I could walk to the Buddes in a little less than an
hour; it took me about an hour and a half to get to the Zeelanders.
Their land is much higher than the Buddes and looked much better to
me. It looks to me that they made the better buy. I think that they will
make a better living from their forty acres than Budde from his eighty
acres. They paid ten dollars per acre. It must be said that there is only a
small log cabin on the land, but they can replace that later on by building
a house of their own. If you buy a farm with a brick house on it, then
you still have to pay whatever the house cost originally. First they
calculate the selling price of the land, then they add the original cost of
the house and fencing, and the total amount, recalculated as so much
per acre, is what you have to pay. The Zeelanders have a nice stand of
woods from which they will be able to fell and sell wood both now and
for many years to come. Budde does not have enough timber to build a
log cabin for his renter; he had no choice but to have a brick house
built, which was very costly.
The land [of the Zeelanders] is also more pleasing to the eye. They
figured that they could get seventy bushels of corn per acre, and, at
sixteen cents a bushel, that came to eleven dollars and twenty cents [per
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aced. Alternatively, twenty bushels of wheat from an acre, at sixty cents
a bushel, would bring in twelve dollars. However, nearly all the corn is

needed as feed for the cattle, and besides there are many additional
expenses at harvest time, even when you have a renter. Forty acres of
land is all a renter needs, so you can put two renters on eighty acres. To
be sure, if you offer renters one hundred acres, they will take it, but they
will not be able to work the land properly; rather they will neglect it. So
as a rule you get as much from forty acres as you do from one hundred.
Budde rented out fifty acres of his land, and Jan told me, if you did
not take into account the value of the corn fed to the animals, the land,
that is the rented land, brought in less than fifty dollars, and that is
pretty sad. The combined tax Budde has to pay, including land, house,
and cattle, comes to ten dollars per year, and it may even be a little more
next year. Budde complains that Jan would rather look at work than do
it. But Jan says that his father's mood has changed a good deal from
what it was when they were living in Amsterdam. In any case, I do not
think that either of them worked as much, or suffered as much cold, in
Amsterdam as they have here. But they act as if they do not regret the
move they have made. They even act as if it they are pleased at having
made the step, although I am convinced that at times they think
differently; but they can reconcile themselves to the situation better
than we can. For even the Germans, who really know what drudgery is
and what it means to make do, have demonstrated that they are
especially good at adapting to this kind of life, but then you must not
expect too much or be too demanding. And now that the die is cast, I
just try to keep them in that good mood. For their sakes I could wish
that they had land as good as that of the Zeelanders, for then they would
surely do better. Until now they have not even been able to buy a bed,
but sleep on corn husks, they are so poor. Jan tried to get work in the
pork house [abatoir] but he has not able to get work as yet, since their
busy season does not begin until Christmas. There has been talk of his
going to the city to saw and chop wood; Budde also talked about [his]
going to work for a boss in town as a wood turner.
Stables for cattle scarcely exist here, and what are regarded as stables
are so wretched that one feels sorry for the cattle; the snow and ice
s°flietimes is an inch thick on their bodies. But what can you expect of
stables when even the houses are so bad that you scarcely know how to
protect yourself against drafts. But cattle are cheap here; you can buy a
cow and her calf for twelve dollars, a two-hundred-pound pig for four
dollars.

f. '<It 4 it!,
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Two days ago Budde received a letter from Berkhout, from which we
learned that he and his wife are presently in St. Louis. The letter
contained some good news for us, namely that Keesel had located Leen's
chest, and that it was now in his possession. You will understand that
this made us very happy, but the other side of the story is that Keesel is
missing a chest that contains a good many valuable things. He now has
high hopes that I have a chest of his, but in that he will be disappointed.
Berkhout lost his bedding in New York. Berkhout did not know where
Keesel was right now; Keesel had left Berkhout at Sheboygan, and was
planning to see Rev. Zonne and then to go on to visit the other colonies,
for everywhere in America people are getting the worst reports about
the Reverends Van Raalte and S cholte. It is reported that most of the
people in Van Raalte's colony are sick. While en route, we heard that
Van der Veen, the coppersmith, lay at death's door, but then later we
heard that he was somewhat better, but that the money he had brought
from Holland was nearly gone. Berkhout had not written me, because
he did not know whether I had arrived in Burlington. I wrote him at
once; his letter, which was about six pages long, contained nothing but
lamentations about his folly in having gone to America. I copied a short
portion of his letter, which I will enclose. It is just a small sample of the
content and what the entire letter is like. He had received the worst
reports about Pella and was afraid to go there. First he had moved in
with Diekinga, but the mess and the bed bugs chased him away. He had
no household furnishings other than an oven, two chairs, and abed he
had built himself, and which was now finished.
I can vividly imagine the regret they must feel at having left Holland,
because they have experienced nothing but troubles, worries, and grief
since coming here. Their money was nearly gone, melted away as it were.
He had also been badly cheated in New York and overcharged on his
freight, having to pay again every time he arrived at another destination.
I would advise anyone coming here to travel via New Orleans; that is
much cheaper, shorter, and easier. Just a few days ago a woman from
Bremen arrived at New Orleans in forty-five days, and from there to
Burlington in ten days. I wrote Berkhout asking whether he wished to
make the journey back [to Holland] with me; he probably would very
much like to do that but will not be able to [for lack of funds]. I doubt
whether Keesel will feel at home here either. I am really very eager to get
a letter from him. Berkhout, who cannot [afford] to go back, is loud in
his complaint against the people whose embellished letters containing
little truth also lure others to come to America.
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Accordingly, 1 wrote back to Berkhout that the greatest fault lay with
advocates like the Reverends Van Raalte, Brummelkamp, and Scholte.
The first [Van Raalte] went to America to restore his lost fortune, and,
with the cooperation of his brother-in-law, Brummelkamp, they enticed
people to Collie over here. Scholte came mostly because of his wounded
ego. But if we may live long enough, then I would not be at all surprised
that, when they are rich enough, the Reverends Scholte and Van Raalte
return to Holland, or at least to Europe. What is behind the speedy
change in the plans of the Reverend Brummelkamp and Mr. Van der
Linde, I do not know, but it is probably related to the same thing. It is
generally known in America that they are trying to get rich here. I do
not know whether I wrote you this before, but on the steamboat people
were saying that Van Raalte was selling land to the farmers that he had
gotten from the government, and that he must already have made a
tidy sum of money. They went on to say that he should be hanged.
Scholte also insists on having everything in his possession, mills, etc.,
and everyone ends up by having to go to him. There is a rumor, I do not
know whether it is true, that he [Scholte] took out a personal loan for
eighty thousand dollars in New York. He has the Americans do his
threshing because Hollanders are too slow at it. He says that he is not
going to let people here get the best of him as they did in Holland. Let
us hope that people will not allow themselves to be misled by pie-inthe-sky letters. In part, it is a good thing for poor people who can get
[financial] help from others to make the crosing, but then they will
really have to work very hard. The more I realize how things really are
here, the clearer it becomes to me that this is not the place for us. People
like us, who cannot do heavy work, cannot make a living here.
Budde now also acknowledges that this is not a good place for
townspeople from Holland. But he had not thought that we would be
gone so soon, he said. He still did not have enough experience to write
about everything [at the time], and he had been led to believe that he
could live from the land he rented out, which is not true. But what
should we wait for? and how long? It is true that his last letter, seen in
retrospect, indicated that it was best not to come, because he wrote that
there' were no farms available for less than twenty to twenty-five
thous,and guilders and there were no houses for rent, so what would we
d° ,ere, but all that was not sufficiently clear to us. It would have been
bereetto come right out with it and say there is plenty of land for sale,
.
I' sèces as big
or as small as you like. It would have been better if we
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Holland} had come to an end; then our only alternative would h ave
been to buy land with a good wood lot and have had that cut down and
chopped by others and taken to the city to sell—and better too if we had
rented out a part of the land. Then, they could have said we had to leave
Holland.
Budde must have thought that I knew absolutely nothing [about
America], would think that everything was lovely, and that I would
immediately go ahead and buy some property. Once he said in jest that
it was not a good idea for me to come over first, but I also answered him
in jest saying that that was certainly true, because it would have been
better for some dumb Overijssel farmer to take the lead in bringing us
all to America, even though they do not like it here either. But the De
Vries and Berkhout letters have taught him that I am not the only one
who thinks unfavorably about America. The winters here are cold and
long; below is a table showing .the degrees of cold through today. One
day it was twelve degrees on the Fahrenheit scale, but it is supposed to
get even colder. At the other end, according to Budde, it must be
sweltering during the summer; when they were still living in Burlington,
Mrs. Teeleman [Teleman] wanted to stay in the basement all day long.
Jan said that he had been so sunburned while working that the skin
peeled off his arm.
I would very much like to know if everything is still on the old footing
in Holland. Then it might be better for us to return to Holland, but the
trip is no picnic, and we really look up against it. In the event we do go,
it might be best for us to go via New Orleans; we would still have the
problem of disposing of our goods. Here almost everyone gets along
with next to nothing. I hope that minimally I could dispose of the largest
pieces [of furniture]; if there are interested buyers, I would just as soon
sell everything except for some dean linens. As yet we have not received
a cent for our ribbons and thread. We shall see how things work out.
We hope to receive a letter from you soon telling how things are with
you and the family. After receipt of this letter, do not send any letters
containing anything of importance, for if we should have left here, they
would fall into the hands of Budde. If it were not winter, with sailings
stalled, we would probably start traveling as soon as we could sell our
property; in any case, for the present we do have to wait. But we cannot
wait too long, for my wife is expecting a baby about mid-May. We will
see how things go, and I suggest that you do not share much of this
letter with others, and not the part that concerns Budde either.
Now that the chest is in Keesel's possession, I should be getting it all
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right,

but in no case must we pay him any money until it is in our hands.
My wife and children have bad colds; for the rest things are going fairly
well, but one must constantly be swallowing rhubarb and phlegm pills;
there are no green vegetables here at all: turnips and onions are all there
is. Cordial greetings to your wife, to Riek and the children, to Mother
and the rest of the family, from my wife as well as from your loving
brother A. N. Wormser.
Temperature chart in Fahrenheit
8 A.M. 12 Noon
Date
32
30
November 26
ic
40
38
27
<,
49
43
28
i,
37
36
29
<,
25
31
30
26
25
December 5
36
38
6
.,
20
25
7
«
20
25
8
«
24
9
17
28
10
12
40
11
18
40
12
28
CC

4 P.M.
31
36
56
35
30
25
37
23
23
22
20
30
34

[A.N.Wormser attached the fillawingdescri ption to his letter op2 December 18481
Description of a cattle round-up in North America
As is well known, cows are usually not stabled in barns in North
America. They wander about in the woods regardless of who owns the
land, and they have free access to all lands as long as they are not fenced
or closed off. As a result of this practice, it is not easy to stable the
animals, and it is even harder to catch them in order to move them
from one place to another. Our friend Budde had purchased one of
these young cows for eight dollars, a cow which, as I said, roamed about
in the woods; he had to catch her to transfer her to his farm. It was two
o'clock in the afternoon, and since I am still not sufficiently
Americanized to eat at twelve noon, but eat at 4 in the afternoon, I
accepted his invitation to help catch the cow. I did so with all the more
satisfaction because that cow was said to be on the farm that Budde
considered suitable for me to buy. Budde, Jan, and I got under way; we

,4 /
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had supplied ourselves with all the things we thought the little cow
would enjoy eating, wheat bread, corn, salt, etc. We cut across the fields
and several times had to climb over fences as high as a man. I remarked
to my friends that the three of us might have quite a job getting the
cow over all those fences, but I had sold the hide before catching the
bear. Finally, we arrived at the farm. Following local custom, we knocked
at the door, and the renter called out, "Come in." Once you are inside,
each of you grabs a chair, sets it by the hearth, and sits down. We talked
a little while about the farm on which he was a tenant. It was 325 acres
in size; of these only fifty acres were cultivated; he said that the woods
were poor and that twelve dollars an acre was too high. And then we
began our search for the cow. Presently we saw a dozen of them, but we
were not sure which one was ours. Budde thought that a red cow with a
white head must be the one, and presently we had lured her to us with
a piece of wheat bread. Meanwhile Jan, who was holding a rope with a
lasso, tried to throw it around her horns but missed. From that moment
on the cow mistrusted us and would approach us only very cautiously.
Finally, I succeeded in approaching her from the rear and got the lasso
around her horns while she was eating, and then the two of us hung on
to the rope. The cow, finding herself tied to a rope, began to buck
something terrible and ran off with us in to so that we had a hard job
keeping our feet on the ground. Budde relieved me, but then the little
cow took off again and began sauntering off with them. I could see
trouble ahead and so remained at a slightly respectable distance.
In order to get her to do her duty [and obey us] a little better, we
decided to put another noose around her nose, so that when she pulled
hard it would get all the tighter. That was quickly done, but it did not
help a thing. She reared and tugged so hard that the rope slipped out of
the Buddes' hands, whereupon Jan lost his footing, and long as he was,
the cow dragged him through a stand of hazelnut trees. The renter's
son and I immediately came to his aid and finally brought the cow to a
standstill. Jan got out of it with just some light bruises and torn
clothing. I advised him to stop the chase now before we had any more
accidents, for a buffalo hunt in Africa could not begin to compare with
this. But after standing around the little animal for a few minutes
catching our breath, we tried again, but the cow seemed to be tired just
like us, at least she refused to budge an inch. We began pulling on the
rope and twisting the cow's tail, and every time we did she shot ahead a
ways. But since the rope was a little short, she repeatedly walked with
her head into Jan Budde's back and he, unable to get out of the way
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quickly enough, always stepped on his father's heels, which was not a

sight. After we had been busy in this way for some time, our cow
suddenly took a leap, running as fast as she could go. Budde let go,
and, since Jan could not hold on any longer either, the cow took off
into the woods trailing the rope behind her. I was happy the game was
coming to such a fortunate conclusion; night was beginning to fall, I
still had not eaten, and I was chilled through and through from walking
thro ugh the snow. Since it was Saturday evening, all of us decided to
give up the pursuit and to try our luck again Monday, but since the
cow still had the rope around her nose, we did have to try to approach
her again to get that loose. We followed her for some time in the woods,
but, oh my, she always managed to keep a distance of fifty paces between
us. So that we gave up the pursuit by just letting her go, which I did not
regret, because if we had gotten her to come along, we would have been
working late into the night. We left the battle field with silenced drums;
on the way home, B[udde] had uncommon praise for the little animal.
I thought it was nice too, but the other ones [cows] standing around I
found even nicer. It struck me that the hairs were going in the wrong
direction, just as in the case of chickens whose feathers stand on end
when they have been frightened while they are brooding. [The letter ends
abruptly.]
pretty

Wormser 25
M. Wormser-Portengen, to J: A. Wormser-van der Ven
Burlington, (about the 17th of) December 1848
Esteemed Sister,
As unpleasant as our stay in America may be, I still wish to write and
let you know a few things about our situation here. We lived in
Burlington for a month and already there we experienced much because
of the loss of our two dear children. I cannot dismiss it from my mind
for a moment, for we experienced so much together on our journey
here, and now all of a sudden they are gone. You will readily understand
how difficult it is for me to lose two children to such a contagious
disease. Besides our dwelling was one of the most unsanitary ones in
Burlington; it was like being in a prison. After our arrival we had a lot
of washing to do, because we had soiled so much of our clothing on
the journey, and it was so messy and dirty that we just could not get it
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[Sketch of the location of the Budde farm in relation to Burlington and the Mississippi
River, top of page 181]
A. N. Wormser to J. A. Wormser
Burlington, December 12, 1848
Esteemed Brother!
A couple weeks ago I made a little trip to the 40-acre farm purchased by two
Zeelanders (A. Verkerk and Chr. Beurkens). It is located on a different road than Budde
is, approximately as shown on the accompanying drawing. From my house, which is
located about in the middle of Burlington, I could walk to Budde's in a little less than an
hour; to the Zeelanders it took me about an hour and a half Their land is much higher
than Budde's and looked much better to me. It looks to me that they made the better buy;
I think that they will make a better living from their 40 acres than Budde from his 80
acres. They paid 100 dollars per acre. It must be said, that there is only a small log cabin
on the land, but they can replace that later on by building a house of their own If you buy
a farm with a stone house on it, then you still have to pay whatever the house cost
originally. First they calculate the selling price of the land, to that they add the original
cost of the house and fencing, and the total amount, recalculated as so much per acre, is
what you have to pay. The Zeelanders have a nice stand of woods from which they will
be able to fell and sell wood both now and for many years to come. Budde does not have
enough timber to build a log cabin for his renter; he had no choice but to have a stone
house built which was very costly. The land [of the Zeelanders] is also more pleasing to
the eye. They calculated that they could get 70 bushels of corn per acre, and at 16 cents
a bushel, that came to 11 dollars and 20 cents.[per acre]. Alternatively, 20 bushels of
wheat from an acre, at 60 cents a bushel, would bring in 12 dollars. However, nearly all
the corn is needed as feed for the cattle, and besides there are many additional expenses
at harvest time, even when you have a renter, [that is, a tenant]. Forty acres of land is all a
tenant-renter.needs, so you can put two tenant-renters on 80 acres. To be sure, if you
offer tenant-renters 100 acres, they will take it, but they will not be able to work the
land properly, rather they will neglect it; so as a rule you get as much from 40 acres as
you do from one hundred. Budde rented out 50 acres of his land and Jan told me, if you
did not take into account the value of the corn fed to the animals, the land brought in less
than 50 dollars, that is, from the land. that was rented, and that is pretty sad. The
combined taxes Budde must pay, including land, house and cattle, comes to $10 per year
and perhaps it may even be a little more next year. Budde complains that Jan would
rather look at work than do it. But Jan says that his father's mood has changed a good
deal from what it was when they lived in Amsterdam. In any case, I do not think that
back in. Amsterdam either of them worked as hard or suffered as much cold as they have
here. But they act as it they do not regret the move they have made, but they even act as
if it they are pleased at having made the step. Although I am convinced that are times
when they think differently; but they can reconcile themselves to the situation better than
we can. For the Germans, who really know what drudgery is and what it means to make
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do, have demonstrated that they were especially good at adapting to this kind of life, but
then you just cannot look at things too closely. And now that the die is cast, I just try to
keep them in that positive frame of mind. For their sakes I could wish that they had land
as good as that of the Zeelanders, for then they would surely do better. Until now they
have not even been able to buy a bed, but sleep on corn leaves, they are poor. Jan tried to
get work in the pork [slaughter] house, but he has not able to get work as yet, since their
busy season does not begin until the Christmas season. There has been talk of his going
to the city to saw and chop wood; Budde also talked about [his] going to work for a boss
in town as a wood turner.
Stables for cattle scarcely exist here, and what are regarded as stables are so
wretched that one feels sorry for the cattle, the snow and ice sometimes is an inch thick
on their bodies. But what can you expect of stables when even the houses are so bad that
you scarcely know how to protect yourself against drafts. But cattle are cheap here, you
can buy a cow and her calf for 12 dollars, a 200 pound pig for 4 dollars.1
Two days ago Budde received a letter from Berkhout from which we learned that
he and his wife are presently in St. Louis The letter contained some good news for us,
namely that Keessel had located Leen's chest, and that it was now in his possession. You
will understand that this made us very happy, but the other side of the story is that
Keessel is missing a chest which contains a good many valuable things. He now has high
hopes that I have a chest of his, but in that he will be disappointed. Berkhout lost his
bedding in New York. Berkhout did not know where Keessel was right now; Keessel
had left Berkhout at Sheboygan in order to see Rev. Zonne and then to go on to visit the
other colonies, for everywhere in America people are getting the worst reports about the
Reverends Van Raalte and Scholte. It is reported that there are many sick people in Van
Raalte's colony. While en route we heard that van der Veen, the coppersmith, lay at
death's door, but then later we heard that he was somewhat better, but that the money he
had brought from Holland was nearly gone. Berkhout had not written me, because he
did not know whether I had arrived in Burlington. I wrote him at once; his letter which
was about six pages long, contained nothing but lamentations about his folly in having
gone to America. I copied a short portion of his letter which Twill enclose. It is just a
small sample of the content and what the entire letter is like. He had received the worst
reports about Pella and was afraid to go there. First he had moved in with Diekenga, but
the mess and the wall bugs chased him away. He had no household furnishings other
than an oven, two chairs and a bed, which he had built himself, and was now finished.
I can vividly imagine the regret they must feel at having left Holland, because
they have experienced nothing but troubles, worries, and grief since coming here. Their
money was nearly gone, melted away as it were; he also had been badly cheated in New
York, overcharged on his freight, having to pay again every time he arrived at another
destination. I would advise anyone coming here to travel via New Orleans, that is much
cheaper, shorter and easier. Just a few days ago a woman from Bremen arrived at New
Orleans in 45 days, and from there to Burlington in 10 days. I wrote Berkhout asking
whether he wished to make the journey back with me; he probably would very much like
to do that, but not be able [for lack of funds]. I doubt whether Keessel will feel at home
here either, I am really very eager to get a letter from him. Berkhout, who cannot [afford]
to go back, is loud in his complaint against the people whose embellished letters,
containing little truth, also lure others to come to America.
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I wrote Berkhout that the greatest fault lay with advocates like the reverends Van
Raalte, Brummelkamp and Scholte. The first went to America to restore his lost fortune,
and with the cooperation of his brother-in-law, Brummelkamp, they enticed people to
come over here. Scholte came mostly because of his wounded ego. But if we may live
long enough, then I would not be at all surprised to see, that when they are rich enough,
the reverends Scholte and Van Raalte return to Holland, or at least to Europe. What is
behind the speedy change in the plans of the reverend Brummelkamp and Mr. Van der
Linde, I do not know, but it is probably related to the same thing. It is generally known
in America that they are trying to get rich here. I do not know whether I wrote you this
before, but on the steamboat people were saying that Van Raalte was selling land that he
had gotten from the government to the farmers, and that he must already have made a
tidy sum of money. They went on to say that he should be hanged.
Scholte also insists on having everything in his possession, mills, etc, so everyone
has to end up going to him (9) There is a rumour, I do not know whether it is true, that
he [Scholte] had taken out a personal loan for eighty thousand dollars in New York.. He
has the Americans do his threshing [7], because Hollanders are too slow at it. He says
that he is not going to let people here get the best of him(?) as they did in Holland. Let
us hope that people will not allow themselves to be misled by pie in the sky letters. For
poor people who can get [fiancial] help from others to make the crossing it may be a
good thing in part, but then they will really have to work very hard. The more I realize
how things really are here, the clearer it becomes to me that this not the place for us.
People like us, who cannot do heavy work, cannot make a living here. Budde now also
acknowledges that this is not a good place for townspeople from Holland. But he had
not thought that we would be gone so soon, he said. He still did not have enough
experience to write about everything, and he had been led him to believe that he could
live from the land he rented out, which is not true. But what should we wait for? and
how long? It is true, that his last letter, seen in retrospect, indicated that it was best not
to come, because he wrote that there were no farms available for less than twenty to
twenty-five thousand guilders; and there were no houses for rent, so what would we do
there, but that was not sufficiently clear to us. It would have been better to come right
out with it, and say there is plenty of land for sale, in pieces as big or as small as you like.
It would have been better if we had waited until we had had no choice but to leave, that
work here had come to an end; then we would have had to gone the route of buying land
with a good wood lot, and have had that cut down and chopped by others and taken to
the city to sell it there; and better too if we had rented a part of the land. Then they could
have said, we had to leave Holland. Budde must have thought that I knew absolutely
nothing [about America], that I would think everything was lovely, and that I would just
go ahead and buy the first thing offered. Once he said in jest that it was not good that I
had taken the lead in coming over, but again I answered him in jest saying that this was
surely so, because it would have been better if some dumb Overijssel farmer had taken
the lead in bringing us all to America, even though they do not like it here either. But
the De Vries and Berkhout letters have taught him that I am not the only one who thinks
unfavorably about America. The winters here are cold and long; below is a table
showing the degrees of cold through today. One day it was12 degrees on the Fahrenheit
scale, but it is supposed to get even colder. At the other end, according to Budde, it must
be sweltering during the summer; when they were still living in Burlington, Mrs.
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Teeleman wanted to stay in the basementall day long. Jan said that he had been so
sunburned while working on the land that the skin peeled off his arm.
I would very much like to know if everything is still on the old footing in
Holland, then it might be better for us to return to Holland, but the trip is no picnic, and
we really look up against it. In the event we do go, it might be best for us to go via New
Orleans; we would still have the problem of disposing of our goods: here almost
everyone gets along with next to nothing. I hope that minimally I could dispose of the
largest pieces [of furniture]; if there interested buyers, I would just as soon sell
everything, except for some clean linens. As yet we have not received a cent for our
ribbons and thread. We shall see how matters work out, we hope to receive a letter from
you soon telling us how things are with you and the family. After receipt of this letter,
do not send any letters containing anything of importantance, for if we should have left
here, they would fall into the hands of Budde. If it were not winter, and sailings stalled,
then we would probably start traveling as soon as we could sell our property; in any
case, for the present we do have to wait. But we cannot wait too long, for my wife is
expecting to have a baby about mid-May. We will see how things go, and I sugggest that
you do not share much of this letter with others; and not the part that concerns Budde
either.
Now that the chest is in Keesel's possession, I should be getting it all right, but in
no case pay must we pay him any money to him until it is in our hands. My wife and
children have bad colds, for the rest things are going fairly well, but one must constantly
be swallowing rhubarb and phlegm pills, there are no green vegetables here at all, turnips
and onions are all there is. Cordial greetings to your wife, to Riek and the children, to
Mother and the rest of the family from my wife as well as from
your loving brother A. N. Wormser.
[Temperature chart in Fahrenheit
8 A.M.

date
November 26
27
"
28
cc
29
30
December 5
c.
6
7
cc
8
9
cc
10
cc
11
,c
12
4t

30
38
43
37
25
25
36
20
20
17
12
18
28

12 noon

4 P.M.

32
40
49
36
31
26
38
25
25
24
28
40
40

31
36
56
35
30
25
37
23
27
22
20
30
34

5

6?---5-n-v-a—e--t 2 1.7 A?" /

/2

A. N. Wormser attached the following description to his letter of December 12, 1848.
Description of a cattle round-up in North America
As is well known, cows are usually not stabled in barns in North America. They
wander about in the woods without regard to whom the land belongs, and they have free
access to all lands as long as they are not fenced or closed off. As a result of this practice
it is not easy to stable the animals, and it is even harder to catch them in order to move
them from one place to another. Our friend Budde had purchased one of these young
cows for eight dollars, a cow which, as I said, roamed about in the woods; he had to
catch her to transfer her to his farm. It was 2 o'clock in the afternoon, and since I am still
not sufficiently Americanized to eat at 12 noon, but eat at 4 in the afternoon, I accepted
his invitation to help catch the cow. I did so with all the more satisfaction because that
cow was said to be on the farm which Budde considered suitable for me to buy. Budde,
Jan and I got under way; we had supplied ourselves with all the things we thought the
little cow would enjoy eating, wheat bread, corn, salt etc. We cut across the fields, and
several times had to climb over fences tas high as a man. I remarked to my friends that
the three of us might have quite a job getting the cow over all those fences, but I had sold
the hide before catching the bear. Finally, we arrived at the farm. Following local
custom, we knocked at the door, and the renter-tenant called out: "Come in." Once you
are inside, each of you grabs a chair, sets it by the hearth and sits down. We talked a
little while about the farm, on which he was a tenant-renter. It was 325 acres in size, of
which only 50 acres were cultivated; he said that the woods were poor, and that 12
dollars an acre was too high. And then we began our search for the cow. Presently we
saw a dozen of them, but we were not sure which one was ours. Budde thought that a red
cow with a white head must be the one, and presently we had lured her to us with a piece
of wheat bread. Meanwhile Jan, who was holding a rope with a lasso, tried to throw it
around her horns, but missed. From that moment on the cow mistrusted us and would
approach us only very cautiouusly. Finally I succeeded in approaching her from the rear
and got the lasso around her horns while she was eating, and then the two of us hung on
to the rope. The cow, finding herself tied to a rope, began to buck something terrible and
ran off with us in tow, so that we had a hard job keeping our feet on the ground. Budde
relieved me, but then the little cow took off again, and began sauntering off with them. I
could see trouble ahead and so remained at a slightly respectable distance.
In order to get her to do her duty [and obey us] a little better, we decided to put another
noose around her nose, so that when she pulled hard it would get all the tighter. That was
quickly done, but it did not help a thing. She reared and tugged so hard that the rope
slipped out of Budde's hands, whereupon Jan lost his footing, and long as he was, the
cow dragged him through a stand of hazelnut trees. The renter's son and I immediately
came to his aid and finally brought the cow to a standstill.. Jan got out of it with just
some light bruises and torn clothing. I advised him to stop the chase now before we had
any more accidents, for a buffalo hunt in Africa could not begin to compare with this.
But after standing around the little animal a few minutes catching our breath, we tried
again, but the cow seemed to be tired just like us, at least she refused to budge an inch.
We began pulling on the rope, and twisting the cow's tail, and every time we did she
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shot ahead a ways, but since the rope was a little short she repeatdly walked with her
head into Jan Budde's back and he, being unable to get out of the way quickly enough,
always stepped on his father's heels, which was not a pretty sight. After we had been
busy in this way for some time, our cow suddenly took a leap, running as fast as she
could go. Budde lets go and since Jan could not hold on any longer either, the cow takes
off into the woods trailing the rope behind her. I was happy that the game was coming to
such a fortunate conclusion; night was already beginning to fall, I still had not eaten, and
I was chillled through from walking through the snow. Since it was Saturday cv--:-;;;,
oof us together decided to give up the pursuit, and to try our luck a gain on Monday, but
since the cow still had the rope around her nose, we did have to try to apprccIt
to get that loose. We followed her for some time in the woods, but oh my, she always
managed to keep a distance of fifty paces between us. So that we gave up the pursuit by
just letting her go, which I did not regret, because if we had gotten her to come along, it
would have been night work [to get her home]. We left the battle field with
drums; on the way home B. had uncommon praise for the little animal. I thought it was
nice too, but the other ones [cows] standing around I thought even nicer I! z!,., 1-•
that everything was all turned around, like chickens whose feathers are standing on end,
scared while they were brooding when eggs [were being removed]

